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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T I 8 Poem 7 excepting only the lines which refer to more recent 

fatts ) Was Written about ten years ago, by way of ea exerci, A 
7 he author fixed hrs epoch at the Coronation of his preſent Majeſty, 
that he might have an opportunity of alluding to the occurrences * 
* reign, as to future events, in imitation of the old Epic Poets, 


cobo have introduced their Patriotic Ep des i im the, fame manner. 


He acknowledges he has borrowed feeeral e Haw: the 
C Clock Writers, eſpecially Virgil, and has not ſerupled to uſe fome 
turns of fentences and modes of werf fication peculiar 70 Spenſer 


and Milton—authors he + was then, and fiill continues to be, very 


_ 7 


75 his caft f antiquity he efteems not only allowable, but even or- 
namental in abo R of mere fancy ; at the fame time, he has 


avoided 
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avoided the obſolete orthography of theſe authors, judging 10 might 


end rather 10 puzzle the reader than 70 ſhow either bis learning 


or taſte. 


The preſent publication of this trifle in own 9 chiefly to the kind 
pinion of. Jome men of letters; and ſhould the public honour 15 wth . 


a favourable reception, it may poſſi 2 encourage the author Zo « con- : 


tribute ſomething 7 urtber 70 their amuſement. 
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Ars ou con; Albion's rich domain, 
Diſplay'd its verdant honours o'er the Plain: 
Contiguous roſe a mountain O airy height, 
From whence a diſtant proſpect charm'd the fight: "on 
No mortal dar'd to violate the wood, 


To daunt the nymphs, or chaſe the F/lvan brood : 
g You'd think—with time iel the oaks had ſtood. 


Tt chanc' d, one Summer $ day, two jolly ſwains, 


1 Daphnis and Colin, from tht adjacent plains, 
| BENS With 


. 6 1 
With Mycon, left elt flocks, and Aray'd along 
The hanging glades, to chaunt a rural ſong: 
For Hobbinol, who us'd full nigh to feed 
5 His lambs, had lately « dar d them on the reed 
To try their kill he theme propos'd, to fing 
Britain? 8 old worthies, and her native King. 
py For now they heard, amidſt the loud acclaim 
Of ev'ry voice, a Prince of worthy fame 


Was ſoon to mount Britannia“ 8 awful Ons. 


To make his fathers' glory all his own: 

: Him would they greet on that e hay, , 
Chaunt forth his worth, and their glad homage | pay. 

155 Not far they wander till the glades diſcloſe 

An ample down, where various beauty glows: 

On every fide a ſilver lake extends, ny 

Eternal cypreſs round the area bends; 

And branching oak, and laurel evergreen, 
With echoing viſtas, part the darken d 155 
But in the centre of the plain they view 
An objek—to the eyes of mortals new, 

An arduous mount, where all the verdure ſprings 


That every clime and every ſeaſon brings: . 
On 


31. 


On every tree that forms the ſlope below, 
Where mellow fruits with minyled bloſſoms glow; 
The feather'd choir their various hues diſplay, 
And their ſhrill notes are heard from every ſpray. | 
: Here Eaſtern ſpices, and Theſlalia' 8 bloom, 
; Fill the bland zephyr with a rich perfume. 
Above the reſt, a tall majeſtic 8 
Of Indian palm the level ſummit crown d. 
Whoſe lofty arches, waving, met above, 
And form'd a venerable green alcove. 
T he rural Gods, the guardians of the Mics, 


At times diſclos'd from far their awful face. 


The ſwains 8 aſtoniſh'd at the ſi as 
And thus expreſs their wonder and delight : — 


What Heav'nly Being dwells i in yonder ſhade ? 
by No place for mortals, nor by mortals made 
5 5 Our heedleſs ſteps, perhaps, are not forgiv Wn 
Rut Pardon is the nobleſt gift of Heav'n,” 


Thus 8 up the winding walks—they gain 


: T he ſwelling mount that overſhades the plain; 
| B 2 


OT, 1 
And venturing ſtill they paſs from ſhade to ſhade, 


By curious dread inſenſibly convey'd. 


5 Now entering ſudden—in the ſacred bow'r 
High thron'd appears Britannia's guardian pow * 


Old Neptune s race: this pillar of his fame 

8 He boaſts Sublime APHTHARTE is her name. 
Victorious laurel ſhades her golden ſeat, 

A rock of adamant ſupports her feet: 


Her brows ſerene with radiant gems are crown d, 

And her fair offspring ſit i in pomp around. 
- Here Liberty—that mountain-nymph divine, ge 

And Concord mild, in equal glory ſhine; 
Each comely Goddeſs ſmil'd with royal grace, f 
And Majeſty * appear d ir in ev Ty face. 


And now they ken a fight, unmark' d before— 
The lovely nymphs whom fair Sabrina bore 
To old Dunwallo, chief of Albion? 8 band, 

Who firſt with arts and He the land; 


And thoſe whom Liberty, bright Goddeſs ! . brings 


F rom Vaga? S Aiream, the haunt of: ancient Kings: 


Well 


110 


Well pleas'd with her, thro! many a ſounding grove, 


Many a rough rock, and fertile plain, they rove. 
To meet the daughters of the ſiſter ſtream, 
| Adorn'd with robes of azure blue, 8881 came, 
Collected into decent folds, and brac d 

With ſilver girdles round their virgin waiſt 
Their brown diſhevell'd locks conſpire to deck 

| With waving comelineſs each graceful neck: 


hs Joy fill'd their ſparkling eyes, for they of yore 


. Had long'd to meet within the facred bow r.— 
1 Oft had the ſwains the happy Naiads ſeen 


1 sporting in dripping cave, or meadow green, 


Or winding woodland where they lov'd to Fung 


But ne'er ſo beauteous as that lovely day 
The nymphs appear d: Now emulous they j join' 'd 
In the glad talk APHTHARTE had aſlign'd, 
'T hat each her happy talent might diſplay, | 
And with amuſing toil deceive the day.—— 5 
| Their ſnow-white arms, inceſſint as they move, 2 
Diffuſe a new enchantment thro? the grove : — 
A curious web they wrought of various dyes; | 
Whil e, from their forming hands, were ſeen to riſe 


Full 
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In time of old, and bands of grey renown : 
T hey ſpring to life, and into motion grow 


Such art have Gods, compar'd with men below ! 3 


[ 10 1 


Full many a chief for valorous combat ew 


With leſs amazement (when he chanc'd to rove 


| Among the inmoſt haunts of Ida's grove) 

The ſudden blaze Dardanian Paris found, 

| When forms of heav ly beauty glow'd around ; 

＋ han now the timid ſwains, who ( ſtruck with awe) 


View the bright ſcene and to the ſhades withdraw. 


But great APnTHARTE calls them back again,— 
0 Hither, 0 ſhepherds, hear a favorite ſtrain, 


« And join our mirth on this auſpicious day— 


N A joyful nation's triumphs to diſplay : 
For not a happier day has England known,— 
N ow the Third George and Charlotte fill the throne: : 


00, No more the captive droops, the widow mourns ; ; 


Wo For ſmiling Peace with her glad train returns. e 


5 2 ho? bands of tyrants durſt my coaſts aſſail, 


What could their craft, their haughty threats avail ? 3 


1 
My fearleſs ſons conſpiring hoſts engage, 


— 0 


„ Maintain their right, and rage repel with rage: — 
29 herefore, enroll'd in liſts of endleſs fame 
8 With thoſe Who built of old Britannia“ s name, 


e Their glorious | forms ſome ſolemn pomp ſhall e 


8 The pride and wonder of 1 my future race. — 


Cn. Aa now the nymphs have coins che loom to ply, 

RT... [nwrought with bold device and emblem high: 

«© See the long train of mighty Kings ſucceeds— 1 5 1 

—_ Memorial fair of Albion's ; deathleſs deeds q Jl 

1 « This grateful preſent to my choſen King— Fete 
1 (A work of toil) with loyal hearts they bring. 


cc And what the piece imports, great Oy ſhall fing:— —) 
#9 Now, Liberty, the mighty actions trace ; 1 
5 Of Britain's ſons—thy own peculiar race— > 

66 My favorite care, Thy golden lyre be ſtrung; . 
99 And while the groves in concert hymn along, 
+00 Fill you, my ſwains, the reed, and; join her lays.” — = , 
She ſpoke ; ; and bound their brows with wreathing bays.” -, 
Nowy Liberty, amidſt the choir aroſe, 


While i in her thought, the mighty ſubject; grows + 


Like 


44 
Like Pallas, from the great Phlegræan field 
Return'd, aſide ſhe lays the blazing ſhield, 


And long, keen ſpear : each tuneful chord ſhe tries, 
And, ſilent, rolls on all her awful eyes; 


And now begins the ſtrain— while, all around, 

W oods, hills, and vales, exulting hear the ſound : 
The ſhaggy Satyrs crowd the ſcene with glee, 

And liſt'ning Heay' n admires the pow” r of Harmony.— 


Not FOI the ks the hills and a admire, 
When Thracian Orpheus ſweeps the vocal Iyre ; „ 
| Not thus the Heav n- born Muſe on Pindus- height 
- Inſpires the Gods with rapture and delight :- — 
Great Albion's chieftains and her patriot Kings 
Riſe, in bold numbers, as the Goddeſs lings : 'B 
Each Hero ſeems to lead a daring train, | 
And fight his glorious battles o'er again. 
You firſt ſhe ſung, ye ſons of early fame 
i How gallant * NENNIUS Ceſar? J force o'ercame, | 
SGallant Nexxivs. Some of our Hiſtorians mention a Chief of this name, who dif- 
. armed Julius Cæſar in a pitched battle, but received a wound in the head from a Raman | 
. pear, in conſequence of which he died ten 88 . ; 


And 


1 

And gain'd his vanquiſh'd blade, when (Britain's woe) 
The treacherous miſſile pierc d his daring brow.— 

And, *CASSIBE'LAN|! glorious in the field, 

Thy land * was 8 till . broke thy ſhield. 


Then brave +Carapoe? 8 ſhade her numbers fills, 


And ſcatters death from high Silurian hills; 18 
His mighty ſoul, tho foil'd, he ſtill retains— 


| In war tremendous; ; awful | in his chains. 


1 e So the "CIs call the Callivelizance of Cular; Wy add, that 10 got wo. 2 
better of the Romans in two battles, and forced them to return to Gaul ; as ts intimated 1 in 
the following ſtanza, n from Les” "Kan "Tn . oſtendit terga Britannis.“ 


Cefar, et tryder tramor,—a giliodd. 
Oer tir ir dyfnfor, 3 

Rhac ſaethau piccellau pör 

Lliaws Gen y F OE. 


| Who the author of the avs Sada was, Xx cannot t tell, as 1 retain it only from memory, : 
having ſeen it ſome years ago in the Rev. Mr. Evans's Drych y prif oeſodd; where we are 
alſo told that the Prince of the Trinobantes, in order to revenge a private quarrel, invited 

Ceæſar over a ſecond time, 0 joined him with a ſtrong reinforcement, by which means the 
Britons were overcome. Some of our Poets pronounce the name of this General Caſsibelan ; 

but it may be obſerved, that polyſyllables in all the Celtic dialects have the accent upon 


the laſt ſyllable but one, unleſs the word be 5 ce: a he Ss and a — - 
| lable : in that caſe, the accent 1s {upon the laſt. 


+ The Britiſh name of G | 
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And now, 1 thy terrors riſe; ; 
Th' imbattled foe before the whirlwind flies : 
Rome's timid eaglets eye thee from afar, 


Nor dare the fury of thy burniſh'd car, 


To ſolemn numbers, now / attune the lyre ; 
With pity's melting ſtrains the flute inſpire: 1 
5 Driv' n out—in exile without friend to roam 
O'er the rude wilds, far from her royal home— 
4 BoaDicea comes: O, too courageous dame! 
0 great profuſion of the patriot flame! 


Thoſe hands—-that breaſt, was never made to bear 15 


The twanging bow, or hurl the pointed ſpear ! 
Bracing the buckler on, her huſband bore, 
Her late defence, but now, alas! no more 
In fair array her virgin bands ſhe drew, 
The Roman eagle trembled at the view : 
| * Arvikacus. Several coins of this Prince 8 now to be ſeen, inſcribed with his Britiſh 
name Arifog. The conduct and intrepidity he ſhewed in defence of his country gained him 


the name of the Britiſh Hector. He is ſaid to have fixed ſcythes to the ſpokes of his chariot 


0 wheels, which made deſperate havoc. amongſt che N 5 en e ſo hae LY 
could not ſtir without forming the phalanx. 5 | 


+ The ſtory of Boapicea, Poapicia, or Boxpuca, (whom the Welch call Byddyg or 
| Bydduc) 1 is well known, though different authors tell 1 it with ſome variations. 
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Vengeance ſhe ſought for Britain's realm undone, 


Her murder'd huſband, and her captive ſon. 


O virtuous ! [ meet not—ſhun the fatal ſteel 


Which Gallia felt, and Albion's ſons muſt feel! 

See the red tyrants mourn the deaths they give, 

And ſtop the brandiſh'd lance, and bid "or live.— 

Yet happier days to Britain' s fate belong: 
i Let thy ſon live to vindicate thy wrong.— 

How couldſt thou force their brutal rage 6 high! 
1 Then thus, een thus, my child 1 with virtue die. 

If laſting fame can aught the loſs repair, 


Thy name ſhall ever live with Britain' $ fair. 


"dive lift the beaming 1 the ak ſhield ; 
There ſhew the crimſon horrors of the field : 


Trace there my heroes ruſhing into fight, 
With creſted helmets blazing on the light: ; 


There the firm patriot, kindling at his wound, 
Muſt burl the proud oppreſſor to the ground. 
"= What honours bold each dauntleſs hero boaſts— 

The ſoul, the bulwark of the Britiſh hoſts! 


8 


Such 


22 „„ 


T7 
Such wreaths in future conteſts ſhall be won 
By a brave veteran-glory s fav rite ſon— 


Great Er.10TT—pride of Albion? 8 happier days! 1 


= See him, een now, enjoy the dreadful blaze! 
2 Bold he ſurveys, from Calpe 8 frowning rock, 


wann hoſts ; ; and ſcorns their idle ſhock, — 


ws TY 


Who carries » plagues aa earthquakes i in his hands, | 
Around—the i impious pride of men he ſees, 8 


And darkens into vengeance by degrees. 
Dill ſtrait he hurls afar the ſhafts of death, 

And realnis are loſt before his angry breath; ; 
So the bold warrior guides, with kindling 3 ire, 
His burning hail, and ſets whole fleets on fire ; 
| Dreadful they ruſh wide-pouring o'er the wave 
And! ſweep whole ſquadrons to the watry grave. 

1 5 And hark! each rude machine of treachery flies. 
: Ruſhing i in ruinous horror to the ſkies : 


Not one 1s left to bear their ſhame away— 
: Their fate to ages marks the mighty .— 5 


See 


See glorious * VoRTIMER pour on the foes— 
Too happy! had he ſhunn'd the fatal roſe, 


: AMBROTIUS, proud with EpwarL's aid, Appears,” x: 


| - And UTE 8 creſt a fiery dragon rears : : 


"Bur ARTHUR comes—in liſted fields renown'd * 


N He nods his brows, with ſears of honour, crown d: 
- Reſoly'd to ſtand, where arms and glory call, 
The firſt i in danger—or with honour fall, 


He ſhews the wreaths he gain d on + Badon Hill, 
While his victorious knights the warlike circle fill. 


See the Majeſtic band 21 numbers more 

(Brave ſons of freedom) generous Albion bore! 
With hardy limbs ſhe built her martial race, 

And hearts to tear the mountains off their baſe. 


* VorTinEn, This Prince fought 6 ſeveral battles Sees againſt the Saxons, and 
_ obliged them to return to Germany for reinforcement : but was at laſt poiſoned. by 4 
5 r. which was e him by Rowenna, a Saxon Lady. 


+ Bavon Hit, The Britiſh Poets colodrats a battle which Arkin fought « on a «hill near 


_ A Bath, where the Saxons were roured with configerable loſs. 
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In vain, my Cambrians! to repel the foe 


All have ye done, that Virtue's ſelf could do. 
: Give now the friendly hand, fince Heav'n ordains 5 
Odin $ brave ſons to ſhare your happy plains : 
From your join 'd blood a hardy race will riſe, 
And Kings, whoſe names ſhall ſhine above the kies, 
Lo! boundleſs ALFRED rears a fable ſhield— 


Stern ſon of freedom dreadful i in the field: 
Now, hemm'd with foes, he firikes the ſounding hre, 


The baffled hoſts his fatal ſtrains admire : : 
| Strait, from his creſt, red lightnings pierce the ky: 
The Danes confounded from their Rufan by: 


: T 0 Iſis banks the Muſes he « convey d, 
And talk d with Heav' n, familiar ; in the made. 


You t too, great Patriots of a private name, 


Live in her ſtrains, and force your way to fame. 

| See the firm band in awful grandeur firide— 
Freedom' J great bulwark, and their country 8 pride! * 
The Tyrant Lackland did their virtue lee, 


And own'd, unwilling—“ Britons will be free | * 


EMT 
My HENRIEs next, ang gallant EpwarDs, ſhine: : 
Round their bold temples Gallic lilies twine. 
Tho' many a furious ſtorm of civil hate, 
And many a foe, from far, aſſail'd the ſtate; 


Still in their hands aloft my banners flame, 
0 The Land of Liberty was ſtill the ſame. 


Stamp there the laurel wreath, and from afar 


= Preſent fair Victory in her flaming car: 


She glides impetuous o'er the captive 1 main, 


While threaten? d tyrants ſeem to feel her chain ; 
"p er cities proud her golden cagles 8 


5 She views the earth below, and fails 80 the tky. 
See the BLAck PRINCE his waving colours bear 
T riumphant, from the field of red Poitiers ! 5 
Exulting armies meet his brave return — 
Alas! how ſoon their pride was taught to mourn Ez 
All-hail ! ! victorious Chief ad envious fate . 
Allow'd thy glorious life a longer date, | 
Thy father s deathleſs name thou wouldſt excel | — 
But, ab! the braveſt of the brave he fell.- 
| This civic crown to grace his brows I md: 


D Of ſacred ſprays, that never know to fade: . 
High 


. 


[ 20 ; 
| High in my fane, my choiceſt ſtores among, 
With care I plac'd it, and have kept it long; ; 
But ſoon, with decent grace it ſhall adorn 

A native Prince, to better fortune born :. 

O happy CHARLOTTE ! ſoon ſhall England lee 
A greater name than Edward {pring from thee. 


1 Here great EL Iz A fills the labouring ſi 1 EL 
Angels ſurround, and ſhield her in their light: 

Babel gives way, and owns a bounded pow'r : 
Armadas huge attempt her guarded ſhore, 

But Heay' n ſends forth his winds—they are no more l 


Why, noble Ma RTYR, ſhould 1 miſs thy name? 
Or, WILLIAM, facred to eternal fame! 

I ſee Bavaria' 8 bands, and Gallia, bleed, 

And Boyn, immortal by his 19 deed. 


But ANNA comes, with dazzling FOG crown'd : 
Oer a broil'd world ſhe nods a calm _ 
In Albion? s plains, now each inſpiring Maid 
Vnlocks her ſprings, and opens every ſhade : 1 
In Albion's plains the ſacred concert join, 
And ſweep the lute with extaſy divine, 


4-3 
Till nature's deeps to brighter day ariſe, 
And wond ' ring ſtars peep from remoter ſkies, . 
Not peaceful arts alone ſecure her name: 
Earth's lateſt age will ſound her martial fame : 


If mighty hoſts with threat? ning gloom advance, 


Her Man BOROUGH thunders thro' the heart of F rance. 


But, hark around, what glorious Pœans ring! 1 
He comes—BRITANNIA' $ Guardian, Hero, King. 
Now, Britons, riſe, behold the N ail! 1 
Scatter new roſes i in the ſwelling gale: 

Pour nectar forth into th* auſpicious tide : 
Lift bigh your ſtandard : :—ſpread your banners vides 
Conduct, with reverence, to the ſacred e 
The father of a long and glorious race. 
N And ſee that Prince, with greeneſt laurel crown I 
Walk ſlowly forth, retir'd i in thought profound [ 


Him bounteous Heav'n to Albion's prayers gave— 
The perfect Chief the gentle, and the brave. 


But, ah! what pitchy clouds the heay? ns o er prend 8 
What ſullen thunders mutter round his head! 


Black, from the N orth, tremendous tempeſts riſe 


And, glaring hideous, the blue lightaing' flies: 
| 8 


The 
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The waves, with dreadful wrath, aſſail the ſhore, 
And the firm hills ſtoop at the general roar. 


Riſe, mighty King! and let thine equal reign 
: Extend the golden ray from main to main: 


O'er Carr DONIA'S realm, confirm thy ſway ; ; 


Let Juſtice ſpeak, and Liberty obey. 
If then dire furies, lurking on thy coaſt, 


Rouſe up the Celtic and Iberian hoſt, 


Thy genial beam ſhall bid the tempeſt eue, 


And thy long, glorious, reign ſhall ſet in peace. 


And now the Prince that mounts thy vacant ſeat, 


h In all the ſober pomp of virtue, great, 
Shall grace the happy : age in thee begun, 


And guard the bleſſings his brave grandfire won: 


But couldſt thou, hateful Envy. chuſe thy hour 
: In GrorG? 8 reign, to threaten England' 8 pow” ＋ 
80 blind thy helliſh rage Can Heav'n gt 

The faireſt i image it has left below? 

Ts facred piety, and virtue bright— | 


His people” 8 love—no ; arm of glorious 1 mi night— 


LI 
No PROPS pillar, or no wall of braſs, 
| Thro which the valiant boaſters cannot paſs ? 


Is Malice ever doom'd (by Fury led) 
To draw ripe vengeance on her baleful head ? 


—Yes, it will come wad now foreſee ths day— _ 


; (To my proud foes the ſpring of huge diſmay) 
Combin'd with Spain, when Gallia's ſails will fy, 

A mighty ſquadron coaſting either ly; 

Defiance in their brow, and vaunts they bring 
Of vain import, and future triumphs ſing. 
Glorious, they boaſt the Britiſh foreſts? pride 
Supports their colours o'er the vanquiſh'd tide; 
But my tough oaks kind fortune will reſtore, 
To guard, with willing force, their native ſhore. 
Then, royal Iſle, inſpir'd with patriot flame, 
Riſe and aſſert thy old victorious name : 
You, my bold Britons, Join the loyal band : 


Stand—firm as mountains, for your country—ſtand, 
Till GronGe's nod ſhall cruſh the haughty foe, - 


And trembling legions fall, ere they meet the blow: 


Vet urge not, Britain, thy revenge too far, 


And, tho' victorious, glory not in war: 
D 2 


Ard graſp that liberty for Britons born. 


. 
See the fair penitent—thy child—returns ; 
Fears to approach—her former raſhneſs mourns : 


She bends the knee—ſhe lifts the languid eye: 
0 ſpare me, deareſt mother ! hear her 2 ! 
Enough already, Britain, has ſhe bore ; 


See, ſee her princely boſom ſtain'd with gore | 


With open arms her warm embrace receive : 


There's no revenge ſo ſweet as to forgive. 


* ah! f not thus e's rage of diſcord 1 


No more Britannia“ 8 child no longer friends 


Some pow? T unbleſt, the foe of England? $ ate, 
£ Foments the fatal flame of civil hate, 


T ill the wide. Weſt from Albion' 8 crown be roms. 


Yet Heay? n ſhall diſappoint the treacherous view, 


And commerce ſhall the ſocial knot renew : 


The mutual paſſion j join each kindred land, 
And love of Liberty confirm the band. 


You then, no longer with yourſelves contend ; 
Let every brother be his brother's friend : 


From the fierce Vultur, darting from on n high; 


„ 
No more thoſe mutual jars— that threat” ning brow— 
Make head at home, and break upon the foe : 


Then he who governs Kings will ſcatter wide, 


Like ſand, or ſtubble by the torrent” s ſide, 
Whoever dares his pious chief withſtand, 
=, Or graſp the ſceptre from his royal hand, 


Oppreſſion vaunts, yet meets with ſure diſmay ; : 


But juſtice long Anne, yet wins the day. 


III fate of Gallic faith | they then ſhould boaſt 


Their pomp and vain parade on Britain? $ coaſt— 1 0 
Their feign'd alliance with a ſtubborn child, 


By Gallic arts to foul revolt beguil'd ; 

When the winds arm when Heay' n, indignant, draws 
The flaming ſword, * aſſert my righteous cauſe: 
When, veil'd i in darkneſs, t to the 00Zy deep, 

What the v war ſpares, fell \peſtilence ſhall ſweep. 


Yet ſhall my ſons ſupport their old renown, 
And Albion s pow'r in future years be known : 


For England's brood beneath her wings will fly 


Warm'd 
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Warm'd in her ſhade, they'll breathe the ſoul of war, 
And learn to tame the proud, the yielding foe to ſpare. 
Her ancient Kings ſhall lean from Heay' n to view 
Huge trophies won, and laſting peace renew— 
To ſee their ſons the laws of Union give, 


: And teach their warlike foes i in peace to live. 


For ſoon her Hero leaves ch. Iberian ſhores, 
And wreaths of fame, in a new world, explores : : 

: The foe he views—his eyes in fury roll, 
And Albion 8 glory kindles in his ſoul: : 

bs: And is there here an Engliſh lad "WY cry'd, 

« Who brooks by Gallia' s fails to be defy'd ! 

- Nay, let them find old England rules the main; 
CA glorious death, or victory well gain.” 
Inſtant his mighties catch their leader's flame 5 
Their glowing looks confeſs their generous aim; 


ITY 


At once, reſiſtleſs, on the foe they bear: : 


The frowns of death i in every face appear. 
N or can the hoſtile crew the ſhock withſtand : 


And ſee One man who might redeem their land} 


To 


0 "9:1 
To Ropxrv yields ;—Great Chief, enjoy the 140 


With which a grateful realm adorns thy name! 
For all thy trophies won thy toils endur d : 


F or her foes humbled, and her trade ſecur' d— 
O, Ropxxv, deign- thy voted triumphs view 
Great as old Rome i in all her ſplendour knew : 


Such, to thy merit, grateful Briftol pays, 


And Liberty, well . the "I pomp ſurveys. 


Now cloſe the gates of war- 
Rage on their ruins, and their horrid arms : 
The ſnake-hung Hags, let triple ſteel confiznin, 
And let fell Difcord growl and bite her chain— 


Diſcord accurſt, that long hath ſtalk'd around, — 
Her viperous hair with gory fillets bound. 
Je ſons of plotting France, paſs gently by, 

Nor, proud Iberia, mount t thy towers too . 


Dire is th' event!—If once the ſpear be hurl'd, 
7 Wild rout and fell confuſion ſeize the world. 


Thaw i is the conteſt, terrible the gates, 
When Britons * ar, oppos'd with Britiſh might * 


. 


_Let dire alarms 


But 
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ſit when the dauntleſs realm i in concord 1 joins, 


Our MARL BOROUGHS yet will riſe to head the lines : 


Our Braxrs and RALEIGHs dare the hoſtile frown, 


| Explore new worlds, and chain them to my throne. 
2 race of Wor rs I ſee—and CraThans riſe— 


: Glorious i in battle, adi in council wiſe : F* 
Theſe ſhall relume Britannia” J ancient flame, 


And Spain ſhall tremble yet at Ropapy” 8 name. 


Tes when the lioneſs to fury thing; 

Finds the rough cavern plunder'd of her young, 
F irſt, in her den, the war ſhe ſeems to wage, 
And hideous roaring wakes her dreadful rage: 
Then ſpringing forth like thunder o er the ground, 
The muttering rocks re-echo all around : 
In one wide ruin fall the flocks and Galas 


And bloody vengeance drowns the waſted plains. & 


The Goddeſs ceas'd : and Coxcory! 8 happy drain 
Reſum' d the bleflings of great GeorGer? s reign: 
Concord divine | Britannia s lateſt born, . 


| Chearful and lovely as the yernal morn. 


Soft 
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| Soft as ſhe roſe, a pleaſing murmur ran 


T brougbout the grove—and thus the — began . — 


c ves, happy Ille! thy golden ſuns ariſe : 
Aſtrea lifts the ſcale, and Diſcord dies. 
From high Olympus balmy dews diftil, 
And all the fields their urns of gladneſs fill: 
175 Great Pales wakes the land, and Copia pours 
Her bounteous horn, and Chloris tends her flow r rs : 
The oaken branches drop nectareous dew, 1 
15 And ſhrubby thorns the balmy roſe renew. 
To all my wealthy ports glad Thetis flows, 
And off rings of a hundred realms beſtows :- _ 


Arabia 8 harveſt; India 8 gorgeous ſtore; ; 
And, from the utmoſt Weſt, a golden ſhow! 1. 
Now, in the glades, Mznalian Pan is ſeen, 
5 He calls the ſhepherds to the fertile green, 
: Defends their flocks, and teaches them to ſing, 15 


1 While pines and peaceful olives round them ſpring. 


And lo! the mountains, white with flocks and ſwains ; ; 


The gloomy foreſts, and extended plains ; 1 


. 3 Perennial 
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; Perennial ſprings, and winding rivers, join 


To hail their preſent God, and bleſs the Pow! r divine, 


0 Proceed, in joyful pomp, the ſacred days 
Promis? d of old, in high prophetic lays ! | 
See the Third Groxox's brows the Crown ſuſtain! 
: 1 choſe him mine the firſt of all my train. 

See, Golden Peace thy fav rite arts revive; 

The Parian rock is touch'd, and ſeems to live : 15 
Bold Raphael, wond'r ring, eyes his great Jefign, 

Ds raught with new life, in Britiſh canvas ſhine, 
And yields the laurel, as he ſees it riſe 


Nearer thoſe forms he meets above the ſkies. 


If ſome remains of antient tumult ſtay, 


Like wand'ring clouds, to ſhade the glowing day ; ; 
| Heay' n's guardian ſhield will put our fears to flight, 
And turn the threatening gloom to fields of light— 


The pride and glory of a happy l land, 


| Then ſhall great GroRGeE i in Albion' s hearts be crown'd, 
. Whilſt, ſmiling with ſoft Majeſty, around 
The royal hopes of future ages ftand— 


Again, 


t * ] 
Again, the jolly plains and woodlands 6 ing, 


3 


And every hill reſounds—** A native King,“ 
Till length' ning years his royal offspring ſee, 

| Like young palms, ſpringing round the mother tree: 
Which (as new vigour feeds them from the root) 
New branches twine, and higher pillars ſhoot : 
Wide, and more wide, their bending arches fly. 
While, in the midſt, the eagle ſits on high. 


Then ſhall their growing force the ſtorms withſtand, 
And yield a grateful ſhadow to the land, 


Beneath their fruitful arms the ſwains retreat— 


55 Screen'd from the cold, and ſhelter'd from the heat 3 


And, while the ſun deſcribes the golden day, 
And kindles nature with his genial 1 

ot May He, that rules the armies of the ky, 

That teaches worlds i in harmony to fly, 8 

Guide and protect them, glorious on the throne, 
6 And bend BRITANNIA to their {way alone ! ! 


'T ST to her ſounding lute, ſweet concord ſings, 


| While, to the Kkies, the pling | woodland rings, 


Till 
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Till Phoebus finks into the bluſhing main, 
And twilight grey leads forth her ſober train. 
The gleeful ſwains return'd along the glade | 
To chaunt.the ſong- amidſt their native ſhade— 
With HossniNoL to vie; nor did they heed | 


His eaſier numbers, or his mellow reed. 
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